The George Sand-

talk of massacres, where one is not obliged to be a citizen!
But the earth is no longer habitable for the poor mandarins.

CLXXVIII.    To GEORGE SAND

Wednesday

I am sad no longer. I took up my Saint-Antoine yesterday.
So much the worse, one has to get accustomed to it! One must
accustom oneself to what is the natural condition of man, that
is to say, to evil.

The Greeks at the time of Pericles made art without knowing
if they should have anything to eat the next day. Let us be
Greeks, I shall confess to you, however, dear master, that I
feel rather a savage. The blood of my ancesters, the Natchez
or the Hurons, boils in my educated veins, and I seriously, like
a beast, like an animal, want to fight!

Explain that to me! The idea of making peace now exas-
perates me, and I would rather that Paris were burned (like
Moscow), than see the Prussians enter it. But we have not
gotten to that; I think the wind is turning.

I have read some soldiers' letters, which are models. One
can't swallow up a country where people write like that. France
is a resourceful jade, and will be up again.

Whatever happens, another world is going to begin, and I
feel that I am very old to adapt myself to new customs.

Oh! how I miss you, how I want to see you!

We have decided here to all march on Paris if the compa-
triots of Hegel lay siege to it. Try to get your Berrichons
to buck up. Call to them: "Come to help me prevent the enemy
from drinking and eating in a country which is foreign to
them!"

The war (I hope) will make a home thrust at the "author!-
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